23Q                      WIU) BOGS
" I saw a lad in the Sandwich Isles,
Of his simple clothing denuded, Once eat his way right into a shark, Till all you could see was a cavern dark,
Whence a couple of toes protruded.
"Yet even these are left in the shade
For insatiable voracity By that terrible beast the hunting dog, Whose omnivorous stomach the fattest hog
Would envy for wholesale capacity.
" I will tell you the tale, which some would call strange,
If to hear it you would care. No proof I can offer you, I'm afraid. Tou must take my word, which has never strayed
From the truth by the breadth of a hair.
"I was out by Nagpur alone and on foot,
On the track of a buffalo, When I heard in the distance a whining yelp, And I jumped as if shot and looked for help,
For at once I knew the foe.
"'Twas the hunting dog, who runs in packs,
With an ever quenchless hate, Who, once he has scented the trail of his prey, Will tirelessly follow it day by day,
Like a demon of vengeful fate.